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PREFACE. 


Hx intent of the following ſheets is, in it> 
ſelf, fo evidently laudable, that it will 
require no explanation from thoſe who are 
zealous in the "cauſe of religion and virtue. 
We, on our part, have been diligent in col- 
lecting the proper materials for this work, and 
nothing, has been omitted, which might ren- 
der this edition beautiful, correct, and of ge- 
neral uſe: how far our endeavours have ſuc- 
ceeded, the public muſt determine.—lIt re- 
mains, that a ſuccinct account be given of the 
different pieces which compoſe this collection, 
and from what authors they are taken. i 
* The lamentation of David over Saul and Jo- 
nathan, as it is the moſt antient, ſo may it 
ferve for the exacteſt model of Elegiac com- 
poſition. Init the Royal author, although he 
has not obſerved that ſcrupulous regularity 
which is incompatible with real affliction, 
yet has ſo ranged his thoughts, that they all 
ſeems to fill up the places which grief would 
naturally have aſſigned them. Any one who 
/ oolks niibos to hl” 


vi PET Ack. 


wiſhes minutely to remark the various beau- 
ties of this Lamentation, may be affiſted in his 


inquiry by Dr. DELAUNEY's Life of King 


David, vol. 1. ch. 28. Pity it is, that the aid of a 


commentator ſhould ever be neceſſary to teach- 


us to diſcern thoſe charms in a compoſition, 


which owe their original to the moſt virtuous 


affections, to anxiety for the public welfare, 
to ſorrow for. inſucceſsful merit, to diſintereſt- 
ed and generous friendſhip, and to that great- 

neſs of ſoul which never more gloriouſly ſhines 
forth, than in deploring an injuſt and impla- 
cable enemy. The following paraphraſe of 
this admirable performance, may be found, 
in part, in HowEL's Hiſtory of the Bible. 
The author, whoever he was, ſeems. to have 
been a perſon of ſome genius : but, in his 


verſification, he is incorrect, and oftentimes 


ſinks into proſe. We have endeavoured to 
remove, in ſome degree, theſe blemiſhes; ne- 


vertheleſs, we are ſenſible that all that we have 


done, can have little other merit, than what 
the attempting to imitate ſuch an original may 


demand. This Lamentation has been often 


paraphraſed, but without much ſucceſs: OI p- 
HAME is tedious, diffuſe, and affected; 
BLACKMORE 


e 


a rubbiſh of BLACEMORE. 
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BLACKMORE is pompous without majeſty, and 
poetical without grace; beſides, both theſe 
verſions are compoſed of the monſtrous and 
indigeſted numbers which are commonly ſti- 
led Pindaric.— This reaſon alone would have 
been ſufficient to have excluded them from 
our collection, SOMERVILLE has many 
beautiful and elegant lines; but, either 


| through a defect of judgment, or from an ea- 


gerneſs to diſplay his own genius,. he has fo 
overcharged his poem with ornaments, that 
little of the ſimple dignity of the original re- 


mains. | 
Tn Reverend and learned Dr. Dop- 


DRI DOE of Northampton is the tranſlator of 


David's laſt words. The world is ſufficient- 
ly acquainted with his talents, as a writer, 


and, what is of infinitely greater concern- 
ment, of his character as a man and a Chri- 


ſtian. 


Tux 3d and 710 chapters of Job are done by 


Mr. Boyst. The compoſition of ſome of 


"his lines was very careleſs : theſe we have at- 
tempted to correct, by inſerting, in their 


place, ſome tolerable verſes ſelected from the. 
| 'T HE 
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THE 14th chapter of Job is taken from a late 
magazine. The author dates his poem from 
Edinburgh; but he is utterly unknown to us. 


Me hope that he will, one day, correct his 
over luxuriant fancy, and then he may indeed 


deſerve the name of a poet. 


TRE Paraphraſe of part of the book of Job, 


by Dr. YouNG, is too well known to need any 
Panegyric ; and indeed ſo excellent, that 
ſcarcely can any commendation do juſtice to 


its beauties; although the author's other works 


are greatly ſubſervient to the purpoſes of reli 
gion and virtue, yet we could have wiſnied, 
that his pen had been wholly employed in 
transferring the graces of the ſacted writers 
into our language: for we may, without the 
imputation of enthuſiaſm, - affirm, that the 
Engliſh poet has received ſome portion of that 


ſpirit which warmed the imagination, and 


impelled the judgment of the Hebrew bard. : 
Tun 8th and the 114th pſalms are by 


MiLrox, and may well be deemed excel- 
lent, although the verſification be not entire- 


tH according, to the modern ſtandard : Milton 


- informs us, that he compoſed the laſt of 


theſe pſalms, at the age of fourteen, and, in 


| PREFACE: 
this earlieſt effort of his genius, he demonſtrated 


what the world had to expect from it, when 


it ſhould once have arrived at its full vigour. 
Tux 11th, 5oth, goth, and 1 12th pſalms are 
all by authors, who are either unknown to us, 
or who deſire that their names may be con- 
cealed. | 

As tbe 19th and 23d pſalms, and the 7th 
chapter of the Proverbs are taken from the 
SPECTATOR, a work which is in every bo- 
dy's hands; it is unneceſſary to ſay any thing 
of- their merit. | 
TE Conſiderations on the 88th pſalm are by 
Mr. PRr1oR. It is no very eaſy matter to aſſign 
- a reaſon why this piece has been omitted, 
in the edition of this Gentleman's poems 
publiſhed by himſelf: every virtuous reader 
will determine, whether it, or thoſe impure 
tales, which will be the eternal opprobrium of 
their ingenious author, beſt deſerved oblivion. 
__ALTHoucGHn Mr, NREEDLER, from whom 
we have taken the 924 and 146th p/alms, and 
the 8th chapter of the Proverbs, may not be jud- 
ged worthy of the firſt rank among poets, his 
works are at leaſt above contempt. 


FROM 
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FRoM the many imitations of the 104th 
pſalm, we have ſelected one, which perhaps 
equals any of them in beauty, and is undoubt- 
edly the moſt remarkable from the peculiar cir- 


cumſtances of its author, THoMAs BLAck-- 


Lock. He became entirely blind during his 
infancy, and indeed ſo early, that he does not 
remember to have ſeen the light. It will, no 
doubt, be matter of amuſement to the curi- 
ous reader, to remark, how well the poet de» 
. ſcribes objects which he never ſaw, and ex- 
preſſes, ſo as to be underſtood by others, 
thoſe ideas which he himſelf could never con- 
ceive. 

Tux 137th ofa, by Dr: Downs: may, 
in the ears of many perſons, ſound uncouth: 
but, to thoſe who conſider: in what times it 


was written, this defect will appear leſs re- 


markable. The nervous expreſſion, and the 
manly ſenſe of the whole, will more than 
_ excuſe thoſe blemiſhes, which are to be im- 


puted not ſo much to the author, as to the 


times in which he flouriſhed. 
TRE 148th pſalm, by Lord RoscoMmon, 


is not the piece of the leaſt merit in this col- 


; PIO: we e may be bold to affirm, that no. 
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PREFACE 
eompoſition of that noble author equals this 
in correctneſs of ſtile, and pomp of numbers; 
nor could leſs have been expected from ſo 
finiſhed a maſter in poetry, when he wrought 
from ſuch a model. | 

Tur Maſſiab, by Mr. Pos, deſerves the 
higheſt encomiums, but it would be abſurd 
in us to endeavour to point out the particular 
beauties: of:a performance, where every thing 
is excellent, worthy of its author, and well 
becoming the glorious ſubject ! 

Tux 55th chapter of Tſaiah, beſides the 
misfortune it has, of immediately following 
Mr. Poys's Meſſiah, was the work of diffe- 
rent perſons, and at different times: upon 
this account its many defects may perhaps 
claim ſome indulgence from the public. 

Tun 6th chapter of Matthew, by Mr. 
TromsoN, may, in warmth of ſentiment, 
vye with the moſt applauded 5 of 

that author. 
= 'Mx. WALLER, in an extreme old age, 
compoſed Reflexions upon the ſeveral petitions in 
the Lord's Prayer, thereby atoning, even in 
the opinion of the moſt rigid, for whatever 
vain or inconſiderate lines his youthful fancy 
might 
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might have diftated. Some have, with 2³ 
much ignorance as ill nature, obſerved, that, 
in his later pieces, the fire of his genius does 
not ſparkle with the ſame vivacity as in his 
early compoſitions. By this they would, ne 
doubt, inſinuate, that ſubjects of devotion (for, 
in ſuch only Mr. WALLER employed his 
pen during the decline of life) have in them a 
certain ſullenneſs which depreſſes all gayety of 
wit, and that the gloom which, they ſuppoſe, 
accompanies religion, muſt, of neceſſity, ob- 
ſcure the brighteſt imagination : but theſe a- 


cute obſervers would have done well. to have: | 
remembred, that the ſpirit of twenty five can 


ſcarcely be expected at fourſcore rand beſides, 
that Mr. WALLER could not with any pro- 
priety have celebrated divine love, or incul- 
cated the fear of God, with the ſame levity of 
expreſſion he had-formerly uſed in ſinging the 


charms of an Amoret, or N the cruelty. 


of a Sachariſſa. 


Tux ſpeech of Paul the Apoſtle to the 0 ? 


ans, is a better commentary than a poem, and 


rather clears up the ſenſe, than imitates the 


eloquence of the original: not but that the 


maſt ſerious e our religion are ſuſce- 
e | pPtible 
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ptible of ornament, and may be embelliſhed 
with all the graces of harmony, as Mr. 
PRloR has evidenced in his celebrated para- 
phraſe of the 13th chapter of fir/t Corinthians, 
without which, our collection would, in the 
opinion -of all men of _ have appeared 


imperfect. * 
Wx have thought proper to conclude this 


work with The Dying Chriſtian to his foul, by 
Mr. Pops. Would to God, that theſe ſerious 


conſiderations, which ſo often preſent them- 


ſelves to the fancies, were as readily received 
by the judgments of men, and their influence 
rendered viſible in the lives of all rational 
and immortal beings! By theſe means only can 
we have genuine conſolation at the appoint- 
ed ſeaſon of terrors, when all earthly comforts 


muſt fail. Some perſons indeed have, after 


a life of flagitiouſneſs, ruſhed upon death, as 
brute animals do upon danger, without dread, 


| becauſe without underſtanding : but may none 


of us ever be taught, by dreadful, yet unavail- 
ing experience, that, at the hour r 

there is no peace to the wicked ! 
To the eternal diſgrace of the authors of 
dus iland, it muſt be faid, that, beſides thoſe 
* "3:76; 
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which can properly come under the title of 


d 
- 


we have already mentioned, there are very 
few tolerable poems in the Engliſb language, 


Tranſlations and paraphraſes from the Holy Scri- 
ptures, Surely every perſon, who feels in 
himſelf any genius for poetry, ought to con- 
ſecrate ſome part of his labours to the ſer- 
vice of his Creator. For this end, let him 


examine theſe books, which we Chriſtians ſup- 


poſe to have been given to mankind by inſpi- 
ration from heaven ; in them, upon a ſerious 
peruſal, he will find, (let infidelity hear and 
be ſilent ! ) the nobleſt and moſt proper terms 
for expreſſing the exultation of praiſe, the hu- 


mility of contrition, and the tranſports of gra- 


titude. Poetry may indeed be innocently em- 
ployed in ſubjects of mirth and amuſement z 


it deſerves our eſteem when it exerts itſelf in 


the praiſe of departed worthies, or when it 
yields a decent applauſe to thoſe men, whoſe 
virtues death has not as yet conſecrated to 


immortality; but it never blazes with ſo 
much ſplendor, as when its fire is ſupplied 


from the altar of the Lord. | 
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SACRED POEMS. 


The LAMENTATION of DAVID 
over SAUL and JONATHAN. 


2 Samuel i. 19. 


58 | Y glory, Iſrael, and thy beauty mourn ! 
| 5 They're vaniſn'd, never, never to return 


62 | Ah! who in feeble mortals ſtrength 
be would truſt, 

53 | Whoſe glory is ſo near ally'd to duſt ? 

* O tell it not in Gath's triumphant gate, 

Nor Iſrael's ſhame in Aſkelon relate, 

5 Leſt proud Philiſtia ſnould inſulting ery, 

7 Wnere's now the boaſted Ruler of the ſky ? 

£ O fatal Gilboa, where my friend was lai! 

1 No dew on thee deſcend, no kindly rain! \ 
* No corn nor wine thy blaſted mountains yield; 
. For there was loſt the choſen warrior's ſhield, 
1 The ſhield of Saul! profan'd his ſacred head, 


The monarch blended with the vulgar dead! 
How did thy ſhafts through battle's dread array, 
O JonaTHAN, unerring urge their way | 
By Savr's deftroying ſword what armies fell, 
Let Ammon's ſons, and vanquiſh'd Nakaſh tell. 


* ny ow 
—— i WW —— 22 tae ea an I On nn AO I 
* 4 . 2 — 


o > * f * 
. ; : * ————— — — o 
——_——— — 2 * , _ — : 3 
= —— — — 2 - — 
. ” | R — — 
" be LS SN Ir * — 5 
- 
- 
N 
Ly 
+ 


ht IH. 
O moſt majeſtic, all-accompliſh'd pair, 


Of peace the wonder, and the pride of war, 


Lovely in life, in death too near ally'd! 
With his bold fire the blooming hero dy'd ! 


Mourn, all ye matrons, all ye virgins, mourn; 


Your flow'ry wreaths to cypreſs garlands turn ; 
Your much lov'd king with grateful tears deplore! 


Let rich Sidonian robes delight no more, 


For Saul who gave them, generous Sa ul is loſt; 


Dead are your heroes, periſh'd Iſrael's boaſt ! 


How are the mighty fall'n! their ſtrength how 


vain ! 


O JonaTHan, O friend untimely lain ! 


Weak are all words, how ſhall I thee commend, 
My more than brother, and my more than friend ! 
My life, my JoNnaTHAN! and muſt we part? 
Ah! who can ſpeak this bitterneſs of heart? 
Sore, ſore within me is my ſoul diſtreſs d; 
Thine image bleeds for ever in my breaſt, 
With fond remembrance, whilſt my thoughts o er- 
1 
And friendſhip paſt ſurvives in preſent woe: 
That friendſhip which once breath'd celeſtjal fire, 
More pure than woman's love and ſoft deſire. 
How are the mighty fall'n, their fate deplore ! 


Thy ſword and ſhield, O Iſrael, are no more! 


DAVID. 
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DAVvI D'? LAST WORDS. 


2 Samuel xxiii. 1. 2 
1 I. 
Q THvus has the ſon of feſſe ſaid, 
lore! When Iſrael's God had rais'd his head £ 
To high imperial ſway ; : 
loſt; Struck with his laſt poetic fire, , 
Zion's ſweet pſalmiſt tun'd his lyre, 

how To this harmonious lay. 
| IT. 
nd, Thus dictates Ifrael's ſacred Rock, 
di Thus has the God of Jacob ſpoke; 

; By my reſponſive tongue, 


Behold the JusT Ons over men 
Commencing his religious reign !- 
Great ſubje& of my ſong. 


III. 
So gently ſhines with genial ray 
Th' unclouded lamp of riſing day, 
And cheers the tender flow'rs ; 
When midnight's ſoft diffuſive rain, 
Has bleſt the gardens and the plain, 
With kind refreſting ſhow'ss... 


t 43 . 
IV. | 

Shall not my honſe this honour boaſt ? | 
My ſoul th' eternal cov nant truſt, ( 

Well order'd ſtill, and fure ? | 
There all my hopes and wiſhes meet, 
In death I call its bleſſings ſweet, 

And feel its bond ſecure. 


. V. 
The ſons of Belial ſhall not ſpring, 
Who ſpurn at Heav'n's appointed King, 
And ſcorn his high command : 
Tho' wide the briers infeſt the ground, 
I = And the ſharp-pointed thorns around 
1. * Defy a tender hand ; 


VI. 
A dreadful warrior ſhall appear, 
With iron arms, and maſſy ſpear, 

And tear them from their place ; 
Touch'd with the lightnings of his ire, 
At once they kindle into fire, 

C And vaniſh in the blaze, - 


Char. 
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Cray. III. of JOB, TRANSLATED. 
| 048 Jos began, — “ Curſt be the fatal 
morn 


In which diſtinguiſh'd wretchedneſs was born! 
« From the fair round of the revolving year 
« Periſh that day ! nor let the night appear, 
« In which this wretched being firſt began 
* To ſwell to miſery and promiſe man 
« Let darkneſs ſtain it o'er, no friendly ray 
& Pierce thro' the gloom of that accurſed day! 
« But ſhades of terror o'er its circuit ſpread, 
« And fold it in the mantle of the dead ! 
May all its ſtars with rays diminiſh'd ſhow, 
And thro' the duſky air obſcurely glow ! 
« No glimpſe of hope the dreadful ſcene adorn, 
« Nor let it ſee the promiſe of a morn ! — 
« Becauſe it ſhut not up my mother's womb, 
* Nor join'd at once my cradle and my tomb: 
« Why dy'dI not? why did preventive care 
My deſtin'd life for future ſorrows ſpare ? 
Then had I found that eaſe I ſeek in vain, 
“Nor known this load of unexampled pain 

O grave] thou refuge of the ſoul diſtreſt! 
* When ſhall I fink into thy downy reſt ? 

| «« Therg 


101 


«© There kings and mighty ones neglected rot, 
&« In their own mould' ring monuments forgot: 
&* ( Tho' once of grandeur and of pow'r poſſeſt, 
« And all the treaſures of the ſhining Eaſt) 
There near th' oppreſſor ſleeps th' oppreſs'd in 
peace, 

« And there the pris'ner's cries for ever ceaſe. 
© Level'd by death, the victor and the ſtave 
« Ly mix'd and undiſtinguiſh'd in the grave. 
© The wicked there no more the juſt moleſt, 
And there the weary find eternal reſt ! 

„Why ſpareſt thou, O Lox ! a life like mine? 
* While with inceſſant 'pray'rs for death I pine: 
« Why is that bleſſing given to wealth and pride ? 
« But to the-wretch diſtreſs'd like me, deny'd. 
% While o'er my head thy awful terrors brood, 
% Beſet my path, and mingle with my food: 
In vain my cries and groans continual riſe, 
In vain my tears I pour, and waſte my ſighs ! 
While yet I knew the ſofteſt hours of eaſe 
« My ill-preſaging thoughts diſturb'd my peace ;. 
&« And now the ftorm that at a diſtance lowr'd, 
« On me has its collected vengeance pour'd.” 


CAE. 
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Cray. VII. of JOB ARAPHRASED. 


T As not kind Heav'n, regarding human 


woe, 


get a fix'd period to our race below ? 
„Known to th' All-wiſe is our uncertain ſtay, 


« And we, like hirelings, toil but by the day: 
« Then when the buſy tedious dream is o'er, 
« We ſink into the grave, and are no more. 


And is then death our ſlumber ? our repoſe ? 


« Oh! when ſhall death Jon's weary'd — 
cloſe! 

« As with deſiring eyes the haraſs'd fwain, 

« Expects the evening-ſhade to quit the plain; 

« So with impatience to the grave I bend, 

« And long to ſee my numerous ſorrows end: 

« For cruſh'd, O Loxp ! beneath thy . 
arm, 

What balm can cure my griefs? what muſick 

charm ? 

« While in a thouſand ſhapes thy wrath I know, 


And feel a ſtrange variety of woe 


« When will my long protracted troubles ceaſe? 
6 And this tormented ſufferer be at peace 


Each ling'ring night in agonies I ly, 
And oft I wiſh, but wiſh in vain, to die; 


In 


191 
1 In ſilent woe I lengthen out the night, ” 
* 'Then curſe the gloom, and wait the dawning 6 
light: 40 

« The dawning light returns. — but not to me, 
« And all but I its kindly aſpect ſee: _ 4 
« To me no friendly ſeaſons e'er return, 
« Nor gives the evening eaſe, nor joy the morn 

« With-hold at length thy wrath, and ſet me 


free, | 
« For what is Jos, O God ! to ſtrive with thee ? 


Than thought more ſwift my fleeting moments 
paſs; - 
tc Conſum'd, I wither as the fading graſs. 
Remember, LoxD, my tranſient life, like wind, 
« Blows off unſeen, nor leaves a trace behind: 
« Short as it is, why is it then oppreſt, 
« Curſt by that Being who once made it bleſt ? 
« Oh cloſe the ſcene,— and let my ſorrows ceaſe, 
« Piſſolve the chain, and frown me into peace 
Each evening yields the ſun to ſable night, 
But every morn returns again as bright; 
Within earth's lap the yearly ſeed is thrown, * 
And Nature's bounteous hand repays the loan: 
« But man within the grave for ever lies, 9 
Till Nature's death permitted not to riſe; *. 4 
** 


} 


Till then forbid the fainteſt glimpſe of day, 
Or re- aſcend the long forgotten way; 


[9] 
No more indulg'd to ſee the chearful light, 
The ſweet returning day and peaceful night: 
« Here look, vain men, and human greatneſs 
. 
«. Duſt once ye were, and duſt again muſt be ! 
« Oh! why agen tortur d Jos his ſighs re. 
frain ? 
« Or ſuffering thus, why ſhould he not complain? 
« Allow him proftrate then to aſk his God, 
« Why thus thou break'ſ this animated clod ? 
«© Why watcheſt thou my ſteps ſeverely juſt ?. 
« And while I bend me groaning to the duſt, 
* Forbid'ſt me one ſhort interval of reſt, | 
And emptieſt all thy quiver in my breaſt! - 
In vain for reſt I to my couch repair, 
And hope in ſleep to diſſipate my care; 
% For there in awful viſions I behold 
« My terrors heighten'd, and my hopes con- 
troul'd : | 
“ Oft when alone, and in the ev'ning ſhade, 
„ call for death——but call in vain for aid: 
* For thou unmov'd ſtill lengthen'f out my pains, 
And whom thy wrath torments, thy * 'r ſu- 
ſtains. 
* Oh finiſn, Gracious Lord! th' unequal ſtrife, 
« And I to buy my peace will quit my life. 
* What did 1 ſay of life? that galling chain! 


Py thee afflicted, what is life but pain? 


B « ] 
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A would not live, nor bear the dreadful loads 


«« Alas can man fupport thy chaſt'ning rod? 
« Oh ceaſe to urge what nature cannot bear 
« Nor fill me thus with anguiſh and deſpair; 
« Withdraw thy cruel all-ſupporting pow'r ! 
« Andlo! I periſh in that gracious hour ! 
Then humbly in thy fight I lay me down, 
-« At once thy juſtice and my crimes I own, 
To thee for mercy and relief I come; 
« Oh take this late repenting rebel home. 
4 Oh let thy pity eaſe and ſet me free, 
« And give me in deſtruction reſt to ſee : 
So ſhall the voice of my complaining ceaſe, 
And Jos's laſt breath ſhall -bleſs thee for his 
—_* | 


\Cnar, 


„ 


CAP. XIV. of JOB PARAPHRASED.. 


S when the flow'r to ev'ry breeze of prey, 
Blooms- for a while, then droops and dies 
away; b 

Or as the ſhade, that glides unheeded by, 
Diſſolves at once, and diſappoints the eye. 
"Tis thus, vain man, thy tranfient glories ſade, 


- Swift as the flow'r, and fleeting as the ſhade : 


Still mark'd with grief, thy tedious moments flow, 
Thy days are few, and thoſe are ſpent in woe. 
Will then th' Almighty bid his lightnings flame, 


Or dreadful thunders take ſo ſmall an aim; 


On man will God his dreaded vengeance ſhow, 

Or will his Maker judge a wretch ſo low ? 

Can beauty in polluted duſt ſurprize ? 

From putrid fens can filver ſtreams ariſe ? 

Amidſt the gloom, can heav'nly charms be ſeen? 

Or that be pure, which heav'n pronounc'd un- 
clean ? 

At thy command the blooming form decays, . 
At thine whoſe hands has number d all our days; 
Whoſe heav'nly wiſdom and almighty pow'r, 
Marks the revolving month, and bounds the fly- 
ing hour, 5 
O turn thine eyes, nor let thy thunders roar, 


Leer 
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Let ſuch a wretch provoke thy rage no more; 

But as a ſervant, when his labours ceaſe, 

Retire and reſt his wearied ſoul in peace. 

Thus when a tree reclines its hoary head, 

Whoſe lofty boughs adorn the flow'ry mead, 

If worn with age, defrauded of ſupplies, 

Prone on the earth th' enormous body lies; 

Yet ſoon it riſes o'er the ſmiling plain, 

And every faded beauty blooms again ; 

Like ſome fair plant, its opening branches grow, 

And blooming flow'rs adorn the tender bough: 

But man, vain man! when death's. deſtructive 

| dart 

Has freed the ſoul, and ſtopp'd the throbbing 
heart, | 

No more can hope to ſcape the dreadful foe, 

For ever loſt to ev'ry ſcene below. 

As when at once, the ſun's conſuming flame 
Drinks up the flood, or dries the ſmoaking ſtream, 
Through diſtant channels when the waters ſtray, 
They ne'er again th' exhauſted ſpring repay. 

So when vain man his fleeting breath reſigns, 
And with his fleeting breath, his vain defigns, 
No more ſhall life its former ſcenes reſume, 

No more ſhall beauty's tranfient roſes bloom, 

No more ſhall pleaſure all the pow'rs controul, 


And from its peaceful flumbers rouſe the ſoul ; 
Till 


Vs 
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Till the laſt trump ſhall thunder in the ſkies, 

And heav'n command the ſleeping dead to rife. 

Tis then they'll view that dread tremenduous day, 

When earth conſumes, and heav'n diſſolves away. 
Would God allow me in the grave to reſt, 

No cares to pain, no troubles to moleſt ; 

O would th' Almighty hear my fond defire, 

To fthield my foul, and hide me from his ire, 

"Till at the appointed hour he ſets me free, 

And ſtoops to think on ſuch a wretch as me. 


Since when a mortal meets his fatal doom, 


He ne'er again can quit the dreary tomb, 
Silent I'll wait, ſubmiſſive, tho' diſtreſs'd, 
And think his time will ever be the beſt ; 
Till this frail life, with all its woes be o'er, 
III humbly hope, and filently adore ; 
Before thy throne my proſtrate ſoul ſhall fall, 
And only ſpeak when thou ſhalt deign to call ; 
When fervent cries thy dreadful wrath remove, 
And what thy hands have form'd, thy heart ſhall 
love. | 
But now my God, each ſecret fault diſplays, 
My ſteps he numbers, and obſerves my ways; - 
He counts my ſins; and lays them all in ſtore, 
As men within the bag conceal the ore. 
The mountain, where aſpiring ſummits riſe, 
Loſt in the clouds, a rival of the ſkies. 
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The rock whoſe ſides unnumber'd horrors crown, 


Whoſe brow ſtill threatens with a dreadful frown, 
Theſe hear thy voice, and at th? Almighty's call, 
The rugged rocks and lofty mountains fall; 
The flowing ſtreams thy dread commands obey, 
| Conſume the ſtones, and ſweep the duſt away: 
So man's aſpiring hopes and blooming joys, 
"Tis thou who raiſeſt, and 'tis thou deſtroys; _. 
Thou look'ft, he trembles, with affrighted eyes; 
Thou frowns, he fades, when thou command'ſt, 
he dies. : | 
If eder through fortune's ſmiles his ſons have 
High in their ſpheres, diſtinguiſh'd from the 
crowd; 
Or if they droop beneath ſome dreadful. blow, 
And mourn their own, or weep another's woe; 
Yet ſtill their cries can never reach his ears, 
Alike regardleſs of their ſmiles or tears. 
Unhappy man, ſurrounded with deſpair, 
Born but to die, and reaſoning but to err: : 
Thou child of grief with ev'ry woe oppreſs'd, 
Alike in body, and in mind diſtreſs d; 
| Condemn'd to ſee thy ceaſeleſs woe ariſe, 
Nor hope relief, till death ſhall cloſe thy eyes. 


Part 


"x BE 


Part of the book of Jon paraphras'd 


Hz1ce happy Jos long liv'd in regal tate, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a prince ſo 
great; 125 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow'd : 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 
And ills on ills ſucceed, a dreadful train ! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 
The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 
And ſpotted plagues, that mark'd his limbs all 
o'er | 
So thick with pains, they wanted room for more! 
A change ſo ſad what mortal heart cou'd bear? 
Exhauſted woe had left him nought to fear, 
But gave him all to grief: -low earth he preſt, 
Wept in the duſt, and ſorely {mote his breaft. 
His friends around the deep affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd; 
| In anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rent, 
And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent ; 
A debt of rev'rence to diſtreſs fo great! 
Then Jos contain'd no more, but curs'd his fate: 
His day of birth, it's inauſpicious light 
_ He wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 


And 
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And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 


Death, inſtant death, impatient for the grave; 


That ſeat of peace, the manſion of repoſe, 
Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes ; 


Where counfellors are huſh'd, and mighty Kings, 


O happy turn! no more are wretched things. 
His words were daring, and diſpleas'd his 
friends; 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 
And now they kindled into warm debate, 
And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat; 


Fix'd in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 


And ſummon all their reaſon to the field, | 

So high at length their arguments were wrought, 

They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought: 

A pauſe .enſu'd. . When lo! heav'n interpos'd, 

And awfully the long contention clos'd. 

Full o'er their heads with terrible ſurprize, 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the ſkies ; 

(They ſaw, . and trembled !) from the darkneſs 
broke | 1 


A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke. 


Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vain, 


Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 


Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 
And tells the world's Creator what is juſt ? 
Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply. 
| | | Where 


TIF" 3 
Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth? 
Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth? 
Who on its ſurface did extend the line, 
It's form determine, and it's bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the corner ſtone ? what hand, declare, 
Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air? 
When the bright morning ſtars in concert ſung, 
When heav'n's high arch with loud hoſanna's 
rung, 
When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the ſound. . 
Earth's num'rous kingdoms haſt thou view'd them 
all ? | 
And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Who heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely 
| ſtands, 

And caſts it's ſhadow into diſtant lands? 

Who ſtretching forth his ſcepter o'er the deep 
Can that wild world in due ſubjeQtion keep? 
I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow'd ſide, - 
And did a baſon for the floods provide; 
I chain them with my word; the boiling ſea | 
Work'd up in tempeſts hears my great decree; 
Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd ; 
And here, O main! be thy proud hillows 

ſtay d. 
Haſt thou explor d the ſecrets of the deep, 


144 & 


ts | Where 


; [18 1 
Where down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 


"Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, . 


Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 
Hath the cleft center open'd wide to thee ? 

Death's inmoſt chambers didit thou ever ſee ? 

E'er knock at his tremenduous gate, and wade 


To the black portal through th' incumbent ſhade 2 


Deep are thoſe ſhades, but deeper they that hide 
My counſels from the ken of human pride. 


Where dwells the light, in what refulgent dome? 


And where has darkneſs made her diſmal home? 

Thou know'ſt, no doubt, ſince thy yy heart is 
fraught 

With ripen'd wiſdom through long ages Wonen 

Since nature was call'd forth when thou waſt by, 

And into being roſe beneath thine eye. 

Are miſts begotten ? who their father knew? 
From whom deſcends the pearly drops of dew ? - 
To bind the ſtream by night what hand can boaſt, 
Orwhiten morning with the hoary froſt ? 

Whoſe pow'rful breath, from Northern regions 
blown, 
: Touches the ſea and turns it into ſtone; 
A ſudden defart ſpreads o'er realms defic'd, 
And lays one half of the creation waſte ? 


Thou know'ſt me not, thy blindneſs cannot ſee 25 


How vaſt a diſtance parts thy God from thee. 
Canſt 


It 


— 


FIR 


WE 


Canſ thou in whirlwinds mount aloft ? canſt thou 
In clouds, and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with- 
night? 
Who launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them 
rowl | 
Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? 
Who can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 
And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 
Who in rough deſarts, far from human toil, 
Make rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 
There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er 
ſhone, 
And ſpreads its beauties to the ſun alone: 
To check the ſhow'r who lifts his hand on high, 
And ſhuts the ſluices of th' exhauſted ſky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins,. 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains, 
But new in life a chearful proſpect yields 
Of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; 
When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, : 
And earth, and heav*nare fill 'd with rich perfume ? 
Haſt thou e'er ſcal'd my wint'ry ſkies, and ſeen 
Of hail and ſnow, my Northern magazine ? * 
Thefe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 
My fund of vengeance, for the day of war, 
3 When. 


[01] 
When clouds rain death, and ſtorms, at my com- 
mand, | WD 
Rage through the world, or waſte a, guilty land, 
Who taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, 
Or ſhakes the center with his Eaſtern blaſt ? 
Who from the ſkies can a whole deluge pour ? 
Who ſtrikes thro nature with the ſolemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder ? points it where to fall, 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires, | 
Falls at the ſound, and in the flaſh expires. "Pp 
Who drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the fkies ? 
Did thy reſentment hang him out ? does he 
Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee ? 
Who on low earth can moderate the reign 
'That guides the ſtars along th' etherial plain ; 
Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 
Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force ? 
Canſt thou the ſkies benevolence reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, 
Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazaroth his deſtin'd ftation know, 
And teach the bright ArQurus where to glow ? 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars ; I pour 
Myriads, and myriads I reſerve in ſtore. 1 
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Do'ſt thou pronounce where day-light ſhall 'be 
' born, | 

And draw the purple curtain of the morn ? 

Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 

And glad thy world with his obſequious ray? 

Haſt thou, enthron'd in flaming glory drivin 

Triumphant round the ſpacious ring of heav'n? 

That pomp of light what hand fo far diſplays, 

That diſtant earth lies baſking in the blaze ? 

Who did the ſoul with her rich pow'rs inveſt, 

And light up reaſon in the human breaſt, 

To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, 

When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night ? 

To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 

Th' Almighty ſpoke, and ſpeaking ſhook the ſky. 
What then, Chaldean fire, was thy ſurprize? 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and „ 

eyes, 
« Once and again, which I in groans deplore, | 
© My, tongue has err'd, but ſhall preſume no 
more: | 
My voice is in eternal filence bound, 
And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground“. 
He ceas'd: when lo! again th Almighty ſpoke; 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind 


broke. 
Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine ? 


And canſt thou thunder with a voice like _— 


e 0:0 
Orin the hollow of thy hand contain 

The bulk of waters, the wide-ſpreading main. 
When mad with tempeſts all the billows riſe 
In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant ſkies? 
Come forth in beauty's excellence array d, 
And be the grandeur of thy pow'r diſplay d; 
Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 

The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake ; 
Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant viee, lay lofty tyrants low, 

And crumble them to duſt : when this is done; 
I grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone; 
Of thee thou art, and may'ſ undaunted ſtand, 
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. 
Fond man! the viſion of a moment made 
Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade ! 
What worlds haſt thou produc'd, what creatures 

RY, - 

What inſects cheriſſi d, that thy God is blam'd ? 
When pain'd with hunger the wild ravens brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, 


Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarſe-re-- 


queſt, 
And ſtills the clamour of the craving neſt ? | 
Who in the ſtupid oſtrich has ſubdu'd 
A parent's care, and fond inquietude ? 
While far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 
Without an owner, on the ſandy ground; 
Caſt 


. „„ 
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Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy ly, . 

And borrow life from an indulgent ſky ; 

Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolific ray ; 

Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread _ 

May cruſh her young, in their neglected bed; 

What time ſhe ſkims along the field with ſpeed, 

She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. | 
How rich the peacock ? what bright glories run 

From plume to plume, and va. y in the ſun ? 

He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 

Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 


With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 


And ſlowly moves amid the waving blaze. 


Who taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 


| Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkies? 

| When clouds deform the year ſhe mounts the wind, 

Shoots to the South, nor fears the ſtorm behind ; 

The ſun returning, ſhe returns again, . 

Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 
'Tho' ſtrong the hawk, tho' practis d well to fly, 

An eagle drops her in a lower ſæy; 

An eagle when deſerting human ſight, 

She ſeeks the ſun in her unweary d flight: 

Did thy command her yellow pinion lift 

So high in air, and ſeat her on the clift, 

Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alone, 

And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own; 

N Thence 


* 
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hence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, 
And with a glance predeſtinates her prey? 
She feaſts her young with blood, and hov'ring 
| o'er | | 
Th' unſlaughter d hoſt, enjoys the promis'd gore. 

Know ' ſt thou how many moons, by me aſſign d 
Row! o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt hind, 
While pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain ? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth in pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed, 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed; | 
They live at once, forſake the dam's warm fide, 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide: 
Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade, 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. 

Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but 

me, | 

Lowe at the crib, and aſk an alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 
Break the ſtiff clod, and o'er-thy furrow ſmoke ? 
Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him void of care, 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year, 
Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 


Didſt thou from ſervice the wild aſs diſcharge, 


And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Through the wide waſte, his ample manſion, roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded home ? 

| By 


E 

By nature's hand magnificently fed, 
His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread ; 
As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 
He ſees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng, 
Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 

The threat'ning driver and the ſervile rein. 
| _ Survey the warlike horſe ! didſt thou inveſt 

With thunder his robuſt diſtended cheſt ? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays ; 
"Tis dreadful to behold his noftrils blaze: 
| To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might ; 
High-rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 
And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his rifing heart advance 
Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance, 
While his fix'd eye-balls-meet the dazling ſhield, 
Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ? 
He finks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 
Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fide, 
But neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 
Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his 


laſt. | 
But, fiercer ſtill, the lordly lion talks, 


Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks : | 
N When 
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When round he glares, all living creatures fly, 
He clears the deſart with his rowling eye. 
Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 
Doſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 
And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh pant for blood ; 
Or ſtretch d on broken limbs, conſume the day 
In darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their prey? 
By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 
And laſh their ſides, and furious tear the ground: 
Now ſhrieks and dying groans the deſart fill; 
They rage, they rend, their ravenous jaws diſtil 
With crimſon foam ; and when the banquet's o'er, 
They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore: 
In flight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 
And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt. 

Mild is my behemoth, tho' large his frame, 
Smooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 
While unprovok'd : this native of the flood 
Lifts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food : 
Earth finks beneath him as he moves along 
To ſeek the herds, and mingle with the throng. 
See with what ſtrength his harden'd loins are bound, 
All over proof, and ſhut againſt a wound ; 

How like a mountain cedar moves his tail, 
Nor can his complicated ſinews fail: | 
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Buile high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 
The bars of ſteel, his ribs are ribs of braſs ; 
His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 
Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law : 
The mountains feed him; there the beafls admire 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire ; | 
At length his greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 
Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 
'The fens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 
His noon-tide ſhelter from the burning heat ; 
Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 
And groves of willows give him all their ſhade : 
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought, 
He truſts to turn its current down his throat ; 
In leſſen'd waves it creeps along the plain, 
He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again. 
Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful ſide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide ; 
With ſlender hair Leviathan command, 
And ſtretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ftrand : 
Will he become thy ſervant, will he own 
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown, 
Or with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 
And bound in filk with thy ſoft maidens play? 
Shall pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize,. 
And the bowl journey round his ample ſize ? 
Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Through 
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Through his firm ſcull what ſteel its way can win? 
What forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin ? 

Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleſs might; 
The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight, 

The raſheſt dare not rouze him up; who then 
Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 

Am [I a debtor ? haſt thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd ? 
My laviſh fruit a thouſand vallies fills, 

And mine the herds, that graze a thouſand hills 
Earth, ſea, and air, all nature is my own, 

And ſtars, and ſun, are duſt beneath my throne; 
And dar'ſt thou with the world's great Father vie, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 
At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, 

Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wondrous ſize. 

Who, great in arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining 

mail, | : 
Or crown'd his triumph with a ſingle ſcale ? 
Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near? Behold 
Deſtruction yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold, 
And, marſhal'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on 
| rows: 
What hideous fangs on either fide ariſe, 
And what a deep abyſs between them lies ? 
Mete with thy lance, and with thy plumbet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 


His 
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His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoak from his ſpread noſtrils rowb- 
As from a furnace; and, when rouz'd his ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire: 

The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe ; 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate, 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully compleat, 
His flakes of ſolid fleſh are ſlow to part, 

As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When late awak'd he rears him from the floods, 
And ſtretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, 
Writhes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly height, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 
Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread, 
The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 

Large is his front; and when his burnifh'd eyes 
Lift their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe. 

In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, _ 
The ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies, 

The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies: 
Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 

Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears ; 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow, 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His paſtimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 
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The billows feel him, as he works his way; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 
The foam high-wrought with white divides the 
green, 
And diſtant ſailors point where death has been. 
His like earth bears not on her ſpacious face, 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown d: 
In wrath he rowls his baleful eye around, 
Makes every ſwoln diſdainful heart ſubſide, 

And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 
Then the Chaldean eas'd, his lab'ring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 

« Thou can'ſt accompliſh all things, Lord of 
might! 
« And every thought is naked to thy ſight: 
« But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
« Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 
Oft have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r, 
« But never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 
“ O'erwhelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of life I ſee, 
« Abhor myſelf, and give my ſoul to thee ; 
* Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 
Man was not made to queſtion, but adore. 


PSALM 
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Fe VIII. TRANSLATED. 


OR our Lord ! how wondrous great 
And glorious is thy-name through all the 
earth ? 
So as above the heav'ns thy praiſe to ſet 
Out of the tender mouths of lateſt breath. 


Out of the mouths of babes and ſucklings thou 
Haſt founded ſtrength, becauſe of all thy foes, 

To ſtint th' enemy, and lack th' avenger's brow, 
That bends his rage has OI to oppoſe. 


'When I beheld thy heav'ns, 97 fingers art, 
The moon and ſtars which thou ſo bright haſt 

ſet, | 

In the pure firmament, then ſaith my heart, 

O what is man that thou remembreſt yet, 


And think'ſt upon him; or of man begot, 

That him thou viſit'ſt, and of him art found! 
Scarce to be leſs than gods, thou mad'ſt his lot, 
With honour and with ſtate thou haſt him 
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Oer the works of thy hand thou mad'ſt him lord, 
Thou haſt put all under his lordly feet, 
All flocks, and herds by thy commanding word, 
All beaſts that in the field or foreſt meet; 


Fowl of the heav'ns, and fiſh that through the wet 
Sea paths in ſhoals do flide, and g no 
dearth. 
O JH OvAH our Lord, how wondrous . 
And mn. is thy name through all the earth ! 
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PSALM XII. TR ant ATED. 
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Ob is my hope, in him diſtreſt 
My ſoul ſhall find untrodbled reſt; 
From him true comforts flow : 
In vain ye bid me then remove, - 
Swift as the tim'rous panting dove, 
And reach yon mountain's brow. 


Behold, ye ſay, the impious band 
Prepare the bow, extend the hand, 
And point th' unerring dart; 
With reſtleſs eagerneſs they wait, 
In murd'rous counſel meditate, 
- To ſmite the guiltleſs heart. 


> Þ 
Ah, what avails, that thou can'ſt find- 
An inoffending righteous mind, 
When deſtitute of aid ; 
God from his high exalted throne 
Shall look with indignation down, 
And all their counſels read. 
Then ſhall his high almighty arm- 
Protect the innocent from harm, 
Each danger drive away; 
But on his impious foes ſhall rain, 
Deſtruction, anguiſh, wrath and pain, 
Affliction and diſmay. 
Flames ſhall in livid ſhow'rs deſcend, 
Their dwellings horrid tempeſts rend, 
And all their hoſts annoy; 
While on the good (far different ſcene) 
He ſmiles with countenance ſerene, 
That looks eternal joy. 
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An ODE. Taken from the beginning 
of PSALM XIX. 


HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial ſky, 

The ſpangled heav'ns, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original proclaim. 2 
Th' unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay; 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land 
The work of an almighty hand. 


Soon as the evening ſhades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly, to the liftning earth, 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth : 
Whilſt all the ſtars, that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 

Confirm the tidings, as they roll, 

And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


Wat though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 

Move round this dark, terreſtrial ball? 

What though nor real voice nor ſound. 
Amidſt their radiant orbs be found ? 
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In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 
*The hand that made us is divine”, 


PsaLM XXIII. TRANSLATED. 


| J. 
HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care: 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my mid-night hours defend, 

IT. 

When in the ſultry glebe J faint, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant landſkip flow. 

| IIT. 
Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 
My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreary ſhade. 

358 | Though 
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Though in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds J ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile: 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


PSALM L. PARAPHRASED. 


HE Lord hath ſpoken, he who rules ſu- 

| preme 

-Hath ſpoken, and from earth's remoteſt bound 

The nations ſummoned ; from th' eternal rock 

Of Zion, where his beauty deigns to dwell, 

The Lord hath ſhined ; in judgment terrible 

Our God ſhall come, nor longer ſilence keep: 

Then through the empyræum's wide expanſe: _ 

Shall lightnings blaze, and thunder's awful ſound 

And tempeſt own -th' approaching Deity : _ 

He from his throne ſhall Wwe" 'bear A 

earth ! _. , 

And let all nature liſten! unto me 

My ſaints aſſemble, whom myſterious rites 

Of facrifice have with Jenovan bound _ 

In league perpetual, and let heaven declare 
His righteouſneſs, for God himſelf is judge. 


3 
1 
] 
4 

| 


E 
Hear, O my people, thee will I accuſe, 
Thee favoured Iſrael, know I am thy God: 
Nor thy burnt-offerings, nor thy ſolemn feaſts 
Will T reprove, theſe thou haſt well obſerved ; 
Yet theſe ſuffice not, nor devoted goats, 
Nor fatted ſteers upon mine altar laid, 
Can profit, to aſlwage th' avenger's wrath: 
For every beaſt of woodland or of vale 
To me belongs, to me the flocks that brouze 
On hills unnumber' d, me, the feather'd choir 
Tenants of air, in native harmony 
Proclaim, All-powerful, Wiſe, Beneficent! 
Nor leſs the ſylvan tribes, by man untamed, 
Which range the wilderneſs, at my beheſts 
Obedient wait, and hear their Maker's voice: 
From thee no friendly aid would I implore 
If I could hunger, haughty mortal know, 
Mine is the world, and all its fulneſs mine! 
Say will I taſte the fleſh of Mlaughter'd herds, 
Or will the worthleſs blood of goats delight 
The ſelf-exiſtent, immaterial ſpirit ? 
"To me bring forth thy tributary praiſe, - 
Beſt ſacrifice, to me indulgent Lord, 
Thy vows in lowly adoration pay; 
And when the terrors of impending ruin 
Amaze thy ſoul, let heaven-born faith revive 
Its languid powers, let holy zeal call down 
Mine all-ſufficient ſuccour; I will hear, 
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I will relieve, and bid thy joyful lips 
In ſongs of gratitude and love o'erflow. 
In accents different far the Lord of hoſts 
The ſinner to his dread tribunal calls, 
What art thou that thy guilt · polluted mouth 
Should name my ſtatutes? thou whoſe ſoul cons 

temns 2 1 x 
My counſel, thou who trampleſt under foot, 
With impious ſcorn, mine hallowed covenant! 
Oftwith the ſons of rapine haſt thou ſhared 
Accurſed ſpoils, in thee adulterous luſt 
Hath found a conſort ; thine-envenomed tongue 
For calumny is framed and dark deceit, + 
Nor can the ties of blood or kindred nature 
Its rage reſtrain, thine is the ſavage joy 
To blaſt with deadly words thy brother's peace. 


Thus haſt thou done, and whilſt my mercy ſtrove 


With thine unworthineſs, and wiſhed to pardon, 
Deluded man ! thou thoughteſt me the foe 

Of virtue, and flagitious as thy ſelf: 

But I will puniſh, and before thine eyes 


Range all thy crimes, and on thy conſcience, grave - 


Guilt aggravated. Now conſider this 
Ve who forget the Lord, leſt in his wrath 
Ye periſh ;—nor ſhall late-repenting tears, 
Nor ſhall your hands ſtretch'd out in plaintive guiſe, 
From endleſs deſolation ſave your ſouls, 
Or ſtay the juſtice of an injured God. 


The 


— 


| 


uv 5-2-0 


— 


r 


4 39 J 
The thankful ſpirit, all that man can give 
On me beſtows, his undiſſembled praiſe, 
Nor aſk I more; to him who treads the path 
Of dauntleſs virtue, will I mercy ſhew, 
And bid him taſte ſalvation from the Lord. 


Part of Psaum XC. parapbras d. 


j O ſooner Time his haſty flight began, 

And the warm clod was moulded into man,, 
Than man commenc'd his God's peculiar care, 
Fled to his arms, and ſmil'd ſerenely there : 
And the ſame goodneſs and almighty pow'r 
Beam on the race, which beam'd on one before.. 


| Before the ſkies their ambient arch diſplay'd, 
Or the foundations of the world were laid, 
J=Hovan fill'd his everlaſting throne, 
In boundleſs bleſs unrival'd and alone: | 
And when the ſun forgets to rule the day, 
And nature's rolling wheels ſhall ceaſe tu ay, 
In undiminiſh'd pomp he ſhall remain, =} 
And vaſt eternity ſhall be his reign. > 
Lord! as our lives were kindled by thy breath, 
So at thy pleaiure we reſign to death, 
' Quit all the gay diſtinctions once we wore, 
Sink to our duſt, and riſe to earth no more. 


The 
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The tedious travel of a thouſand years 
Before thine all-enfolding view appears 


Short as the tranſient hours of yeſter-light, 
Or the laſt watch that bolts the gates of night. 


As rivers, ſwoln with fierce deſcending rains, 


O'ertop their banks, and ruſh into the plains, 


Bound, foam, and thunder with tempeſtuous force, 


And ſpread reſiſtleſs ravage in their courſe, 
So from life's careleſs walks with headlong ſway 
DeArn's ſudden torrent ſweeps our lives away. 


When ſleep has huſh'd the day's ſad cares to reſt, 


What vain illuſions revel in our breaſt ! 
Yet, big with truth, and weighty import, ſeem 
The air-dreſs'd phantoms of the ſhad'wy dream: 


Thus through our ſpan gay ſcenes of bliſs beguile, 


But vanity's the harveſt of the toul. 


As flow'rs, when morn's- firſt nn gud 


the ſkies 
Charm in the dew-drops, and in verdure riſe, 
So, while our race their youthful beauties wear, 
Vigour and joy on ev'ry brow appear 3 ; 
But, ere the ſun withdraws his ev'ning ray, 
They droop and wither in their laſt decay. 


Urg'd by neceſſity, with painful feet 
The broken rock, and gloomy vale we beat, 
Meet the dark frown of an offended God, 
And groan beneath the vengeance of his rod. 
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Our ſins that red with flagrant horrors riſe, 
Stretch to the loweſt hell, and ſcale the ſkies, 
Num'rous, as ſtars that ftrow th'etherial plain, 
Or ſands that bound the billows of the main, 
Stand all unfolded to Je nov an's fight, 
Though wrapt from mortals in impervious night. 

Admit it, heav'n ſhould check the ſtroke of fate 
Till life protracted reach'd its utmoſt date, 
Or to the vital glaſs new ſands ſhould pour, 
Till, ſeventy winters paſt, we fill'd the ſcore, 
A'weary pilgrimage we ſtill muſt go, 
And pant beneath a growing load of woe ; 
Till nature, with her toils and griefs oppreſt, 
Would ſigh impatient for the hour of ret. 


O dread Jenovan, who can ever know 
The weight of vengeance in thine angry brow ? 
En fear ſcarce images thy funds of ire, 
And thought flies flower than thy darted fire. 
Then teach me, Maker; the celeftial {kill - 
To meaſure life, and life's demands fulfil, 
That Death for me may take the ſeraph's charms, 
And. I enraptur'd ruſh into his arms, 
Shake off this cumb'rous clod,. and wing my- 

way - 


To a bleſt manſion in the-realms of day. 
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PsALM XCII. paRAPRHRASED. 


name | 

And boundleſs praiſe, I ever will proclaim. 

Whether the morn with riſing light inveſt, 

Or night with ſable ſhades o'erſpread the Eaſt ; 

The ſmiling morn thy bounteous love ſhall hear, 
And lifning night thy conſtant truth revere: 
The Jute and harp ſhall join my willing voice, 
And the loud cymbal add its tuneful noiſe. 
Whilſt in my mind thy matchleſs deeds I weigh, 
And all thy works in filent thought ſurvey, 

The pleaſing theme my raviſh'd boſom fires, 
And ſacred hymns ſpontaneouſly inſpires ! 

Thy greatneſs who can tell! or who can trace 
The wiſdom of thy providential ways 

Yet will audacious man preſume to blame 

Thy conduct, and aſperſe thine awful name. 

Like ſome green herb, which on the ſpringing 

mead, 8 

By genial ſhow'rs refreſh'd, uprears its head, 

The wicked ſeem a while; but vengeance due 

Soon quells their pride, and blaſts the guilty crew: 

But thou art ftill the ſame : thou ne'er canſt know 

The changes that affect this world below. 


Thine 


© a Sov'reign of the World, thy glorious 
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Thine enemies, O God! an impious band, 
Shall periſh ſoon by thy deſtroying hand. | 
Meah while the righteous, like the goodly height 
Of the fair palm, ſhall flouriſh to the ſight ; 

Or like a cedar, that majeſtic grows 

On Lebanon, and wide extends its boughs. 
The tree, that in thy temple's courts ſhall ſhoot 
Deep in the hallow'd ground its ſpreading root, 
Loaded with fruits, with fadeleſs bloſſoms gay 
Shall flouriſh ſtill, nor ever know decay. 

With ſuch abundant favour thou wilt bleſs 
Thoſe who thy venerable name confeſs, 

'That all the nations ſhall be forc'd to own 

Thy perfect laws, and worſhip at thy throne. 


PSALM CIV. IMuTITATED. 


A Risx my ſoul! on wings ſeraphic riſe ! 
X And praiſe th Almighty Sovereign of the 
ſkies ! 
In whom alone eſſential glory ſhines, 
Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundleſs 
ſpace confines ! 
When darkneſs rul'd with univerſal ſway, 
He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day: ' | 
Firſt faireſt offspring of th omnific word! "Y 
Which, like a garment, cloth'd its ſovereign Lord. 
EI He 
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He Iretch'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, I. 
And ſpread circumfluent æther round the whole. C 
Of liquid air he bad the columns riſe, * f 

Which prop the ſtarry concave of the ſkies. 1 
Soon as he bids impetuous whirlwinds fly, Y 
To bear his ſounding chariot thro' the ſky : Il 
Impetuous whirlwinds the command obey, 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th' aerial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on 

high, | 
Unnumber'd hoſts of radiant heralds fly; 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 
As lightning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind. 

His word in air this pond'rous ball ſuſtain'd, 
ge fixt” he ſaid—and fixt the ball remain d. 
Heav'n, air, and ſea, tho” all their ſtorms com- 
bine, b 0 
Shake not its baſe, nor break the law divine. 

| 2 At thy almighty voice old ocean raves, 

| | Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 

Nature lies mant'led in a wat'ry robe, 

f And ſhoreleſs oceans roll around the globe; 

| O'er higheſt hills the higher ſurges riſe, 

| Mix with the clouds, and lave the vaulted ſkies. 1 

| But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 
That ſhook th' eternal firmament of heav'n, | 
The dread rebuke the frighted waves obey, * 
"They fled, confus'd, along th' appointed way, 
8 Impetuous 
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Impetuous ruſhing to the place decreed, | 
Climb the ſteep hill, and ſweep the humble mead: 
And'now reluctant in their bounds ſubſide; 
Th' eternal bounds reftrain the raging tide : 
Yet till tumultuous with. inceſſant roar, 
It ſhakes the caverns, and aſſaults the ſhore. 
By him, from mountains clathed in lucid: ſnow, 
Thro' verdant vales the mazy fountains flow. 
| Here the wild herſe, unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels, boundleſs, - o'er the wide champaign, 
Imbibes the filver ſtream, with heat oppreſt, 
To cool the fervor of his glowing breaſt. 
Here verdant boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's 
Pride, 
Spread their broad ſhadows o'er the ſilver tide : 
While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 
Each feather'd ſongſter tunes his various lay: 
And while their praiſe they ſymphonize around, 
Creation echoes to the grateful ſound. 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends, 
Its tincture brightens, and its arch extends: 
At the. glad ſign aerial conduits flow, 
The hills relent, the meads rejoice below: 
Buy genial fervor, and prolific rain, 
Gay vegetation clothes the fertile plain: 
Nature profuſely good with bliſs o erflows, 
Aud ſtill ſhe's pregnant, tho' ſhe full ane 

| ere 
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Here verdant paſtures far extended ly, 

And yield the grazing herd a freſh ſupply 2 

Luxuriant, waving in the wanton air, 

Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care ! 

Here vines mature in purple cluſters glow, 

And heav'n above diffuſes heay'n below ! 

Ere& and tall, here mountain cedars riſe 

High o'er the clouds, and emulate the ſkies ! 

Here the wing'd crouds, that ſkim the yielding air 

With artful toil their little domes prepare ; 

Here hatch their young, and nurſe their * 

care! 

Vp the ſteep hill aſcends the nimble doe, 

While timid conies ſcour the plains below ; 5 

Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe l. 

He bade the ſilver majeſty of night 

Revolve her circle, and increaſe her light: 

Aſlign'd a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 

At his command, wide-hovering o er the plain, 

Primzval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 

Then from their dens, impatient of delay, 

The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 

Howl thro' the ſpacious waſte and chaſe wet 

frighted prey. 

Here walks the ſhaggy monarch of the wood, 

Taught from thy providence to aſk his food 
10 
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To thee, O Father ! to thy bounteous ſkies, — 
He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes. 
He roars, the deſarts tremble wide around! 
And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound. 
No glowing gems the Eaſtern ſkies adorn, 
And joyful nature hails the op'ning morn; 
The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 
Fly to their ſhelters, and forget their prey, 
Laborious man, with mod'rate ſlumber bleſt, 
Springs chearful to his toil, from downy reſt ; 
Till grateful evening with her filver train, 
Bids labour ceaſe, and eaſe the weary ſwain. ; 
Hail, ſovereign goodneſs ! all productive mind! bi 
On all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find! 
How various all! how variouily endu'd ! | 
How great their number! and each part how good! 
How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine ? 


Who, with one a& of energy divine, 
Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign ! 
Where-e'er the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts purſue, 
Unbounded goodneſs opens to my view. 

Nor does our world, alone, its influence ſhare ; 
Exhauſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care, 

Extend thro' all th infinitude of ſpace, 

And circle nature-with a kind embrace. 

The wavy kingdoms of the deep below, 


Thy power, thy wiſdom, and thy goodnels ſhow. 


Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign ! 
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Here various beings without number ſtray, * -* 
Croud the profound, or on the ſurface play. 
Leviathan here, the mightieſt of the train! 
Enormous ! ſails incumbent o'er the main, 
And foams, and ſports, and plays, in ſpite ad 

man. | | 
All theſe thy watchful providence ſupplies : 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes: 
For them thou open'ſt thine exhauflleſs ſtore, 
Till the capacious wiſh can graſp no more. 
But if one moment thou. thy face ſhould'ſt hide, 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd, 
Then widow'd nature vails her mournful eyes, 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries ! 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his iron reign ! 
Sea, earth, and air, the boundleſs ravage mourn, 


And all their hoſts to native duſt return 


Again thy glorious quick'ning influence ſhed, 
The glad. creation rears her drooping head: 


New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 
' And life re-kindles at the.genial ray ; 


United thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, 


And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's praiſe! 


When time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 


And hoary nature languiſh into duſt, 


For ever young, thy glories ſhall remain, ; 


Thou 
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Thou, from the realms of everlaſting day, 
Seeſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey ! 
Pleas'd at one view the whole to comprehend, 
Part join'd to part, concurring to one end. 
If thou to earth but turn'ſt thy wrathful eyes, 
Her baſis trembles, and her offspring dies. 
Thou ſmiteſt the hills, and at th' almighty blow, 
Their ſummits kindle, and their entrails glow. 

While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame, 
Diſtends my breaſt, and animates my frame, 
To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be born, 
On the firſt breeze that wakes the bluſhing morn :. 
The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing ſound, 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around ! 
When, full of thee, my ſoul excurſive flies 
Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies, 
From world to world, new wonders {till I find ! 
And all the godhead burſts upon my mind ! 
When, wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take- 

her flight 

To the wide boſom of eternal night, 
To thee my ſoul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay ; 
Join! men, and angels! join th' exalted lay !: 
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PALM CXII. PARAPHRASED. 
' TAyPpy the man, whoſe faith - inſtructed will 
Adores the Lord with reverential awe ! 
Who quits, well-pleas'd, the flowery paths of ill, 
To frame his practice to his Maker's law. 
IT. 
His offspring ſhall in laſting glory reign, 
And of the fulfieſs of the earth partake ; 
Nor will all-bounteous Providence diſdain 
To bleſs the children for their parent's ſake. 
f III. r 
Riches are his, but gain'd with honeſt fame, 
Nor won by violence, nor treacherous art: 
Hence ages yet unborn ſhall bleſs his name, 
Hence he ſhall live in ev'ry virtuous heart. 
To him in deſolation's gloomieft ſtorm 
The chearful dawn of promiſed light beams 
forth ; Both 
God ſhall the covenant of love perform, 
And high to honour raiſe afflicted worth. 
V. | 
The good man, with unwearied, pious care, 
To all in miſery compaſſion ſhows ; 
Vet no profuſion ſhall his wealth impair, 
Or drain the ſources whence his bounty flows. 


Honour 


111 

Honour awaits the merciful and juſt, 

Whoſe generous nature feels for human woe; 
Tears undiſſembled ſhall bedew his duſt, 
And gratitude eternal praiſe beſtow. f 

VII. 

No fear deſpoils him of the ſober joys 

Which peace of mind and innocence afford ; 
No dread of future ill that man annoys 


Whoſe heart is fix d, whoſe truſt is in the Lord. 


VIII. 
To him whoſe dauntleſs boſom glows with zeal, 


Calm midſt ſucceſs, in adverſe fate reſign'd, 
The Lord of hoſts ſhall victory reveal, 


The Lord his haughtieſt foes in thraldom bind. 


IX. 
His lib'ral hand and pitying foul delight 
To feed the poor, to comfort the forlorn : 
Heav'n all his deeds of mercy ſhall requite, 
And in unrival'd praiſe exalt his horn. 
X. 
At ſight of this, the guilty with diſmay 
Shall ſtand aghaſt, with hell- taught envy burn, 
Deſpair his portion! he ſhall melt away, 
And all his hopes to ſwift deſtruction turn. 
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PSsALIM CXIV. PARAPHRASED. 


=» 


XX 7Hex the bleſt ſeed of Terah's faithful ſon, 


After long toil their liberty had won, 
And paſt from Pharian fields to.Canaan land, I 


Led by the ſtrength of the Almighty's hand, 


Jehovah's wonders were in Iſrael ſhown, 

His praiſe and glory was in Iſrael known. 

That ſaw the troubled ſea, and ſhivering fled, 

And ſought to hide his froth-becurled head 

Low in the earth, Jordan's clear ſtreams recoil, 

As a faint hoſt that hath receiv'd the foil. 

The high huge-bellied mountains ſkip like rams 

Amongſt their ews, the little hills like lambs. 

Why fled the ocean? and why ſkip'd the moun- 
tains ? | — * 

Why turned Jordan toward his cryſtal fountains? 

Shake earth, and at the preſence be aghaſt 

Of him that ever was, and ay ſhall laſt, 


That glaſſy floods from rugged rocks can cruſh, 
And make ſoft rills from fiery flint · ſtones guſn. 
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Psarm CXXXVII. TRANSLATED. 


I. 
Y Euphrates' flow'ry fide 
We did bide, 
From dear. Judah far abſented, 
Tearing the air with our cries, 
And-our eyes, 


With their ſtreams, his ſtream 3 


II. 

When poor Sion's doleful ſtate, 
Deſolate, 

Sacked, burned, and enthral'd, 

And the Temple ſpoiF'd, which we 
.Ne'er ſhould ſee, 

To our mirthleſs minds we call'd : 

III. 

Our mute harps, untun'd, unſtrung, 
Up we hung 

On green willows near beſide us, 

"Where, we ſitting all forlorn, 
Thus, in ſcorn, 


Our proud ſpoilers gan. deride us. 
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| IV. 
Come, ſad captives, leave your moans, 
And your groans 
Under Sion's ruins bur: 
Tune your harps, and ſing us lays 
In the praiſe 
of "ou God, and let's be wu 


V. 
Cit cn we tated edin 


And our groans 
Under Sion's ruins bury? © 
Can we in this land fing lays | 
In the praiſe 
Of our God, and here be merry? 
- VI. 
No, dear Sion, if I yet 
Thine affliction miſerable, 
Let my nimble joints become 
Stiff and numb, 
To touch warbling harp unable. 
VII. 
Let my tongue loſe ſinging ſkill, 
Let it ſtil! 
To my parched roof be plewed, | 
If in either harp-or voi ee 
I rejoice, 
Tilt thy joys ſhall be renewed. 
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VIII. | 
Lord, curſe Edom's traiterous kind, 
Bear in mind 
In our ruins how they revel'd, 
Sack, kill, burn, they cry'd out ſtill, 
Sack, burn, kill, 
Down with all, let all be level'd. 
* IX. 
And thou Babel, when the tide 
Of thy pride 
Now a flowing, grows to turning: 
Victor now, ſhall then be thrall, 
| | And ſhall fall. 
To as low an ebb of mourning, 
> # " 
Happy he who ſhall thee waſte, 
| As thou haſt 
Us without all mercy waſted, 
And ſhall make thee taſte and ſee 
What poor we 
By thy means have ſeen and taſted. 
4 
Happy; who thy tender bairns, 
From the arms 
Of their wailing mothers tearing, 
'Gainſt the walls ſhall daſh their bones, 
| - Ruthleſs ſtones 


. 


<5: 


3 


[$6] 


PSALM CXLVI. PARAPHRASED. 
a. 1 + 6. 
2 pious hymns and conſecrated lays, 
: Whilſt vital ſtreams my beating veins ſhall 
ſwell, 
Great author of the world ! thy deathleſs praiſe, 
And glorious deeds, my joyful tongue ſhall tell, 
Let not thy heart a fond aſſurance place 
In any earthly monarch's fav'ring ſmile ; 
Nor from the mortal aid of human race 
With hopes of laſting bliſs thy ſoul beguile. 
"va 
Soon to their native duſt return again, 
The ſons of men, at death's impartial call; 
Then vaniſh into air their counſels vain, 
. And to the ground their empty projets fall. ; 
IV. 
Thrice happy he, that on th'eternal King 
For ſuccour and defence alone relies, „ 
And ſafe beneath the ſhadow of his wing 12 
Serenely ſits, and threatening ills * 
V. 
Him all things Wee 
Their great Creator and almighty Lord; 
Sooner the ſun from his fixt courſe may ſtray, 
Than [ſrael!'s God forget his ſacred word. 
| ; VI, 


* 
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I. 
The Lord aſſerts the — man's rightful cauſe, 
And frees from tort'ring bonds the pris ner's 
Reſcues the helpleſs from th' oppreſſors jaws, 
And ſatisfies the hungry ſoul with meat. 
— VII. | 
The blind, in metcy he reſtores to fight, 
New health and vigour on the ſick beſtows: 
But in the righteous is his chief delight ; 
On them his ever-ſtreaming favour flows. 
5 4 
He to the ſtranger, widow, orphan, proves 
A faithful friend, a huſband, father kind ; 
And far from each the miſchie$ he removes, 
And guileful wrongs by impious men deſign'd. 
Thy King, O Sion! l for ever reign; ; 
No end ſhall his eternal empire know, 
Long as their place the ſtars of heav'n maintain, 
And rivers to the thirſty ocean flow. 
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PsSALM CXLVIII. IMI TAT ED. 


Azure vaults! O cryſtal ſæy! 

The world's tranſparent canopy, 
Break your long filence, and let mortals know, 
With what contempt you look on things below. 


Wing'd ſquadrons of the God of war, 
Who conquer whereſoe'er you are, 
Let echoing anthems make his praiſes known 
On earth his footſtool, as in heav'n his throne. 


Great eye of all! whoſe glorious ray 
Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praiſe his name, without whoſe purer light 
Thou hadſt been hid in an abyſs of night. 


Ye moon and. planets, who diſpenſe, 
By God's command, your influence; 
Reſign to him, as your Creator due, 
That veneration which men pay to you. 


Faireſt, as well as firſt of things, 
From whom all joy, all beauty ſprings, 
O praiſe th' almighty Ruler of the globe, 
Who uſed thee for his empyreal robe. 


Praiſe 


* 


* i 
ö 
Praiſe him, ye loud harmonious ſpheres, 
Whoſe ſacred ſtamp all nature bears, 


Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 
And whoſe command is th' univerſal law. 


Ye wat'ry mountains of the ſky, 
And you ſo far above our eye, 
Vaſt ever- moving orbs, exalt his name, 
Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 


Ye dragons, whoſe contagious breath 
Peoples the dark retreats of deatlr, 
Change your fierce hiſſing into joyful ſongs, 
And praiſe your Maker with your forked tongues, 


Praiſe him, ye monſters of the deep, 

That in the ſea's vaſt boſom ſleep, 
At whoſe command the foaming billows roar, 
Yet know their limits, tremble and adore. 


Ye miſts and vapours, hail and ſnow, 
And you, who through the concave blow, 
Swift executors of his holy word, 
Whirlwinds and — praiſe th almighty Lord. 


Mountains, 
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Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem leſs than mole-hills do to you, 
Remember how, when firſt Jehovah ſpoke, 
All heav'n was fire, and Sinai hid in ſmoke. 


Praiſe him, ſweet offspring of the ground, - 
With heav'nly nectar yearly crown'd ; 

And ye tall cedars celebrate his praiſe, 

That in his temple ſacred altars raiſe. 


Idle muſicians of the ſpring, 

Whoſe only care's to love and fing, _ 
Fly thro' the world, and let your trembling throat 
Praiſe your Creator with the ſweeteſt note. 


Praiſe him each ſalvage furious beaſt, 
That on his ſtores do daily feaſt : 
And you tame ſlaves of the laborious plow, 
Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 


Majeſtic monarchs, mortal gods, 

Whoſe pow'r hath here no periods, 
May all attempts againſt your crowns be vain : 
But ſtill remember by whoſe pow'r you reign. 


Let 
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Let the wide world his praiſes ſing, 
Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring, 7 
And from the Danube's froſty banks, to thoſe: © - 
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows, 


You that diſpoſe of all our lives, 

Praiſe him from whom your pow'r derives: 
Be true and juſt, like him, and fear his word, 
As much as malefactors do your ſword. | 


Praiſe him, old monuments of time; _ 

O praiſe him in your youthful prime ! 
Praiſe him, fair idols of our greedy ſenſe ; 
Exalt his 1 ſweet age of innocence. 


Jehovah's name ſhall RY laſt, 

When heav'n and earth, and all is paſt ; 
Nothing, great God ! is to be found i in thee, 
But unconceivable eternity. 


Exalt, O Jacob's ſacred race! | 

The God of gods, the God of grace: | 
Who will above the ſtars your empire raiſe, 
And with his glory recompenſe your praiſe, 
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ConsIDERATIONS on PSALMLXXXVIII. 
Eavy, O Lord, on me thy judgments ly, 

And curs'd I am ; for God neglects my cry, 

O Lord, in darkneſs and deſpair I groan ; | 
And ev'ry place is hell; for God is gone. 4 
O Lord, ariſe, and let thy beams controul 

Thoſe horrid clouds that preſs my frighted ſoul: 

O riſe, and ſave me from eternal night, | 

Thou that art the God of light. 

Downward I haſten to my deſtin'd place; 

There none obtain thy aid, none ſing thy praiſe. 
Soon J ſhall lie in death's deep ocean drown'd : 
Is mercy there ? is ſweet forgiveneſs found ? 

O ſave me yet, whilſt on the. brink I ſtand ;.. 
Rebuke the. ſtorm, and ſet me ſafe to land. | ; 
O make my longings and thy mercy ſure, | 

Thou that art the God of power. 

Behold the weary'd prodigal 1s come. 

To thee, his hope, his harbour, and his home. 
No father he could find, no friend abroad, 
Depriv'd of joy, and deſtitute of God. 

O let thy terrors and his anguiſh end ! 
Be thou his father, and be thou his friend. 
Receive the ſon thou didſt ſo long reprove; 

Thou that art the God of love. 


_ CHAP. 
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Crap, VII. of ProveRss tranſlated. 


Grave on the living tablet of thy heart ; 
And all the wholſome precepts that I give, 
Obſerve with ſtricteſt reverence, and live. 
Let all thy homage be to wiſdom paid, 
Seek her protection, and implore her aid; 
That ſhe may keep thy ſoul from harm ſecure, 
And turn thy footſteps from the harlot's door, 
Who with curs'd charms lures the unwary in, 
And ſooths with flattery their ſouls to fin. 
Once from my window as I caſt mine eye, 
On thoſe that paſs'd in giddy numbers by, 
A youth among the fooliſh youths I ſpy'd, 
Who took not ſacred wiſdom for his guide. 
Juſt as the ſun withdrew his cooler light, 
And evening ſoft led on the ſhades of night, 
Ile ſtole in covert twilight to his fate, 
And paſs d the corner near the harlot's gate; ; 
When lo, a woman comes! 
Looſe her attire, and ſuch her glaring dreſs, 
As aptly did the harlot's mind expres : 
Subtle ſhe is, and praQtis'd in the arts, 
By which the wanton conquer heedleſs hearts: 


Y ſon, th' inſtruction that my words impart, 


Stubborn and loud ſhe is, ſhe hates her home, 
Varying 
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Varying Rer place and form: ſhe loves to roam ; 
Now ſhe's within, now in the ſtreet doth ſtray, 
Now at euch corner ſtands; and waits her prep. 
The youth ſhe ſeiz d; and laying now aſide | 
All modeſty, the female's juſteſt pride, 12 
She ſaid, Wirk an embrace, Here at my houſe 
reace- offerings are, this day'T paid my vows. 
I therefore c came abroad to meet my 92 - AL 
And lo, in happy hour, I find thee here. 

My chamber I've adorn'd,” and o'er my _ 
Are cov'rings of the richeſt tap'ſtry ſpread ; 
With linen it is deck'd from Egypt brought, 
And carvings by the curious artiſt wrought : 
It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields, © 
In all her citron groves and ſpicy fields ; 
Here all her ftore of richeſt odours meet, 
 T'll lay thee in a wilderneſs of ſweets. ## 
Whatever to the ſenſe can grateful be. 
I have collected there.] want but thee. 
My huſband's gone a journey far away, - 5 
Much gold he took abroad, and long will ſtay: 5 
He nam'd for his return a diſtant day. 

Upon her tongue did ſuch ſmooth miſchief dwell, 
And from her lips ſuch welcome flatt'ry fell, 
. Th ungarded youth, in filken fetters ty'd, 
Reſign' d his reaſon, and with eaſe comply'd. 
Thus does the ox to his own ſlaughter go, 
And thus is ſenſeleſs of the impending blow: 

8 Thus 


\ 
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Thus flies the fimple bird into the ſnare, 

That ſkilful fowlers for his life prepare. 

But let my ſons attend. Attend may they 
Whom youthful vigour may to ſin betray ; 

Let them falſe charmers fly, and guard their hearts 
Againſt the wily wanton's pleaſing arts; 

With care direct their ſteps, - nor turn aſtray 

To tread the paths of her deceitful way; 

Left they too late of her fell power complain, 
And fall, where many mightier have been lain. - 


Cap. VIII. of Prov. From verſe 10. 


HaArE'ER of good or excellent is ſound 
Within the compaſs of this ſpacious round, 
Compar'd with wiſdom, no regard can claim 
With her compar'd, can ſcarce deſerve a name. 
Not half ſo beauteous is the dawning light; 
Not half ſo fair the ftars that gild the night. 
In vain the gems of Ophir's favour'd coaſt 
Their dazzled luflre in her preſence boaſt : 
Gay orient pearls and gold in vain diſplay 
Their yanquiſh'd glories in her brighter day. 
Before her, brilliant di'monds dimly ſhine, 
And bluſhing rubies own her worth divine. 


I Richer 
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| Richer and happier he, whoſe hallow'd breaſt - 


4 Of wiſdom's ſacred treaſures is poſſeſs'd, | 
Than if he monarchreign'd of all the wealthy eaſt 

The juſt, by wiſdom's righteous precepts led, 

i The peaceful paths of life ſecurely tread, 

| The dang'rous rocks of vice with ſafety ſhun, 

FE And virtue's pleaſant courſe ſerenely run. * 


1 Artiſts by her their ſubtile works deviſe ; _ 
| "Tis ſhe, with counſel ſage inſtructs the wiſe :* 

1 "Tis ſhe, who teaches princes to command 

By wholſome laws, and guides the ſcepter'd hand. 


Before th' eternal mind, who dwells. on high, 
Hung up the ſpangled curtains of the ſky, 
With wond'rous {kill earth's firm foundations laid, 
Or ſcoop'd the watery deep's capacious bed; . 
Before their tow'ring heads the mountains rear 4 
Or ſhady woods and open lawns appear d; 
Ere bubbling ſprings and fountains had begun 
Thro' painted meads in chryſtal ſtreams to run; 
Ere chearful verdure clcath'd the naked field, 
Or barren vales did blooming odours yield, 
Wiſdom with uncreated ſplendor ſhone, . __... 
And ſpread her beams Ajound thi Almighty's . - 
throne; _ | ] 
Joyous before the ſoy'reign — play'd, | g 
Who with delight immenſe her heav'nly form, ] 
ſurvey'd! . 5 C 
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And when this univerſe with se art 
He rais'd and caſt in order ev ry part; in 
The ſpheres, that roll their ſteady courſe above, 
Prepar d, and taught the planets where to move; 
When laws he to the ſwelling ocean gave, 
And bound in ropes of ſand the raging wave; 
To wand' ring clouds their airy flight aſſign d, 
And, whence to blow, inform'd the ſweepy wind, 
Wiſdom ſupreme did o'er the whole preſide, 
And in his awful work the ſacred founder guide. 


F The M E 8 8 1A H. 
A Sacre EcLoGvs. 


* nymphs of Soly ma ! begin the ſong : 
To heav'nly 258 ſublimer ſtrains belong. 


The moſly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids, 


Delight no more. -O thou my voice inſpire 
Who touch'd Luan nnn lips aj = ! 


Rapt into fur bes the bard Wes 
A virgin ſhall conceive, a virgin bear a fon! 
From feſſe's root behold a BR ancn ariſe, 
Whoſe ſacred fow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies, 
Th'-ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall move, 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 
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Ye heav'ns from high the dewy nectar pour 
And in ſoft filence ſhed the kindly ſhowr ? 
The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade: © 
All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and antient fraud ſhall faif, 
Returning juſtice lift aloft her ſcale;  —» 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd innocence from heav'n deſcend. 
Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn:b 
Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious babe be borm:- 
See nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring : - 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance, 
See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 
See ſpicy clouds from lowly Saron riſe, | 
And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! _ 


Hark ! a glad voice, the lonely deſart chears, - 


Prepare the way ! a God, a God-appears ! 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, 

'The rocks proclaim th' approaching deity. 

Lo! earth receives him from the bending ſkies: 
Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys riſe! 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars homage pay! 
Be ſmooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way 2 
The Saviour comes, by antient bards foretold 
Hear him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold! _ . -. 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 


And on the ightleſs eye bal pour the dy: 
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"Tis he th obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall. clear, . 
And bid new muſic charm th' unfolding ear; 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No figh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ev'ry tear: 
In adamantine chains ſhall death be bound, 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th eternal wound. 
As'the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Secks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring ſheep direQs, 
By day o erſees them, and by night protects, 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms: 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of the future age. ö 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, ETA -Y 
Or ardent warriours meet with hateful eyes, | 
Or-fields with gleathing Real be covered o'er, A fu“ 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; nz” 

But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 

And the broad fanlchion in a plow-ſhare end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe ; the joyful ſon. _ 
- Shall finiſh what his ort-liv'd fire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren deſarts with farprize  * 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe, 
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And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, F 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy valleys, oncè perplex d with * 
The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn; | 
To leafleſs ſnrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. 
The lambs with wolves ſhall - graze. the verdant 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead; 
The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 
The creſted bafiliſk. and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd the green luftre of the ſcales furvey, 


% 


And with their forky tongue and pointleſs ſting 


hall play. 1 
Riſe, crown'd with light, :mperial Salem riſe l. 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ! 

See, a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn z / 

See future ſons and daughters yet unborn 

In crowding ranks on ev ry fide ariſe, _ | 

Demanding life, impatient for the ſkies 1 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 


„Walk in hy light and in thy temple bend; | 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proſtrate kinga 5 
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For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And ſeeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
See heav n in ſparkling portals. wide diſplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day 

No more the riſing ſun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn, 
But loſt, difſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze | 
O'erflow thy courts: the light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
| Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; 
But fix d his word, his ſaving pow'r-remains ; 
Thy realm for ever laſts, tay own Ms s $1 an 
| reigns! 2 


Cnar. LV. F 18Alan paraphraſed. | 


LL ye, whom, fummer's life-conſuming heat 
Bids to the fountain's ſhady banks retreat, 
Joyful approach! here ſtreams eternal flow, 
Streams that my bounty ſhall on all beflow ; __ 

For ſouls oppreſs' d with thirſt, I milk prepare, : 
And wine unbought t to ſooth each tort” ring care. | 
Ye ſons of men, why do ye toil in van 
For faithleſs harveſts and deceitful grain? 
Why ſpend your wealth for that which is not bread, 
For vanities, on which you cannot fred? 
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Liſten to me, - taſte ye of what is good, 2 
And det your ſouls delight in heav'nly food: -- 
To me, your bounteous Lord, attention give, 


The ſoul, that marks my words, ſhall ſurely live. 


With you I'll make, if you obedient prove, 

A league of merty and eternal love; 

Such were the mercies I to David ſhowed, 

Such love, my people's rule on him beſtowed : 
David the witneſs of my truth I choſe, 

And raiſed him Iſrael's ſaviour from their foes. 
Lo ! diſtant nations yet unknown to fame, 
Who ne'er have heard of favoured Jacob's name, 
Shall wait obfequious at thy dread command, 
And in thy fortunes own Jehovah's hand. 

Seek ye the Lord, whilſt he thy voice may hear, 
And call upon him, whilſt he yet is near: 

Let wicked men forſake their impious ways, 
Humble themſelves, and ſound their Maker's praiſe ; 
Let the unrighteous, ſecret friend to fin, 

His thoughts renounce, and cleanſe himſelf within, 
"The God of mercy will their fins forgive, 
And the repentant wanderers receive: 
Thus ſaith the Lord, with unrelenting eye 
Offended man beholds his brother die; | 

Not ſo my thoughts, I ſeek alone to ſpare, 

And even the ſinful are their Maker's care: 


Far as the ſkies above the earth extend, 


So far my gracious ways, thy ways tranſcend - 
| Nor 


- 


Not void return: it is the word of truth, 
- Whoſe energy eternal, ſhall fulfill ... 
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Nor can thy thoughts with mine proportion know, 
Mine are in heaven, thine grovel ill below. 
For as the winter. ſnows, and ſummer ſhower, 


Deſcending from on high, ariſe no more, 


But oer the earth their nutrient ſap diffuſe, 
And bid the teeming glebe its fruits produce ; 
So ſhall the word, that iſſues from my mouth, 


— 


Its deſtin'd end, and proſper in my will. 
Thy going out ſhall be with mighty joy, 


And led by peace, none ſhall thy peace annoy, 
Before thy face, the hills with chearful noi 


And ſongs triumphant ſhall. lift up their voice 


While trees ſhall clap their hands, and every 


field rejoice. 


The thorn. no more ſhall waſte the fruitful land, 
But in its place the lofty pine ſhall ſtand, 


And where the pointed briar perplex'd the way, 
The fragrant myrtle ſhall invite to ſtray: 

This to the Lord a laſting name ſhall prove, 
A ſign eternal of his matchleſs love, 

A ſign eternal ! ſource of endleſs joy, 


Which life, nor death, nor time can e'er deſtroy. | 
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Latter part of Char. VI. of MaTTHEW 
.paraphraſed. 


W. EN my breaſt labours with oppreſſive care, 
9 o'er my cheek deſcends the falling 


While — 5 warring paſſions are at ſtrife, 

Oh, let me liſten to the words of life! 

Raptures deep-felt his doctrine did impart, 

And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart. 


Think not, when all your ſcanty ſtores afford, 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing board; 
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears, 
While, on the roof, the howling tempeſt bears; 
What farther ſhall. this feeble life ſuſtain, 

And what ſhall cloath theſe ſhiv'ring limbs again. 
Say, does not life its nouriſhment exceed ? 
And the fair body its inveſting weed ? 


Behold ! and look away your low deſpair— |, 
See the light tenants of the barren air: 

To them, nor ſtores, nor granaries, belong, 
Nought, but the woodland, and the pleaſing 


ſong ; 
Yet, 


n 
Vet, your kind heavenly father bends his eye 
On the leaſt wing, that flits along the ſky. 
To him they ſing, when ſpring renews the plain, 
To him they cry, in winter's pinching reign 5 
Nor is their muſic, nor their plaint in vain: 
He hears the gay, and the diſtreſsful call, 
And with unſparing bounty fills them all. 


_ Obſerve the riſing lilies ſnowy grace, 
Obſerve the various vegetable race; 
They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 
Ye ſee how warm they bluſh ! how bright they 
„„ 
What regal veſtments can with them compare 
What king ſo ſhining ! or what queen ſo fair 


If, ceaſeleſs thus the fowls of heav'n he feeds, 
If o'er the fields ſuch lucid robes he ſpreads ; 
Will he not care for you, ye faithleſs, ſay ! 

Is he unwiſe ? or, are ye leſs than they? 
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Some reflexions pon the Lozw' 5 eher *. 


I. L TIS ſacred name, with reverence ht; 
Shou'd mention'd be, and , trembling at 
the ſound: 5 N 
It was Jehovah, tis our Father now, 7 
So low to us does heav'n vouchſafe to bow. 
He brought it down, that taught us how to pray, 
And did ſo dearly for our man pay. 


II. His Jes come: for this we pray in 
vain, 
Unleſs he does in our affections reign: 
Abſurd it were to wiſh for ſuch a king, 
And not obedience to his ſcepter bring; 
Whoſe yoke is eaſy, and his burden light, 
His ſervice freedom, and his judgments right. 


III. His avill be done: in fact tis always done, 
But, as in heav'n, it muſt be made our own : 
His will ſhou'd all our inclinations ſway, 
Whom nature and the univerſe.obey. 

Happy the man, whoſe wiſhes are confin'd _ 
To what has been eternally deſign'd : - 
Referring all to his paternal care, | 
To whom more dear, than to ourſelves, we are! 
| | | IV. 


— 
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IV. It is not what our avarice hoards up; 

"Tis he that feeds us, and that fills our cup; 
Like new-born babes, depending on the breaſt, 
From day to day we on his bounty feaſt. 
Nor ſhou'd the ſoul expect above a day 
To dwell in her frail tenement of clay: 
The ſetting ſun ſhou'd ſeem to bound our race, 
And the new day a gift of ſpecial grace. 


V. That he ſhou'd all our treſpaſſes forgive, 

" While we in hatred with our neighbours live; 
Tho' ſo to pray may ſeem an eaſy taſk, 

We curſe ourſelves when thus inclin'd, we aſk 2 
This prayer to uſe, we ought with equal care 
Our ſouls, as to the ſacrament, prepare. 

The nobleſt worſhip of the pow'r above, 

Is to extol, and imitate his love: 

Not to forgive our enemies alone, 

But uſe our bounty that they may be won. 


VI. Ga us from all temptations of the foe ; 
And thoſe we may in ſeveral ftations know : 
The rich and poor in flip pery places ſtand ; 
Give us enough, but with a ſparing hand : 
Not ill perſuading want, nor wanton wealth, 
But what proportion'd is to life and health. 
For not the dead, but living, fing thy praiſe, 
Exalt thy kingdom, and thy glory raiſe. 


The 
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The 89860 of Pao the voſt to the 


ATHEN IANS, 
| Aﬀts xvii. 22. paraphraſed” - 


Traub, ye men of Athens, to the words 
Of artleſs truth, and oh! with patience 


| hear 
A ſtranger's voice. Too prone your. genius 
ſeems 
To ſervile dread of numerous deities, | 


Though unexplor'd their nature and their powers, 

Around this city while I curious ſtray d, 

Your temples marking, and your coſtly ſhrines 

And various rites, an altar. I beheld 

With verdant wreaths and votive offerings crown'd,. 

The vain inſcription bore To Gon unxnown.. 

That E whom ye, from reaſon 8 
eſtrang d, 8 

In . ignorance adore, 

Him I to all proclaim.— Th Eternal one 

Who bade this goodly frame exiſt, who fix d 
The glorious ever burning lamps on high, b 

Dwells not in temples rear d by mortal hands 

With majeſty diminiſh'd : him the earth | 
And utmoſt heav'ns acknowledge. Lord of all. 

g Nough 
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'Nought all the pompous waſte of ſacrifice, 

Vain pageantry ! that Being can avail, 

_ Whoſe happineſs beyond the fartheſt ken 
Of time endures, from whom our vital breath, 
And every good dependant man enjoys. 

He from one family, one parent ſtock, 
Wide oer this earth the ſons of men diffus d; 
He to their diſtant habitations gave F- 
Th' appointed limits, while at his command, 
Or nations periſh, or-new empires riſe. 

To know their Maker, to explore the ways 
Of matchleſs goodneſs, ſuch the pleaſing taſk 
To men aſſign d, nor far from human ſearch 
Is plac'd the Godhead ; felt within each breaſt 

Is God's exiſtence, for in him our life, 

And powers of motion, and our being are: 
WII ARE KIs OFFSPRING, fo your far fam'd bard 

Azatus ſung; if we, tho' mortal, boaſt | 
Lineage celeſtial, how vain the thought, 

By man's device, or ſculpture's mimic art, 

To frame the likeneſs of divinity ! | 

"While ignorance prevail'd, while o'er the world 

Its darkneſs intellectual error ſpread, 

Our gracious Father view'd with pitying eye 
Bewilder'd mortals, nor each failing: mark d, 

In chaſtiſement inexorably juſt: 
Now to religion's long neglected paths 
Man he recalls; and wills that all repent. 
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The day he has ordain'd, the ſolemn day 
Of retribution ; Jeſus choſen judge, 
Shall every virtue, every crime unfold, 
Our actions ponder, and pronounce our doom. 
From heaven this Jeſus, mighty ſtranger came, 
His nature glorious and ineffable 
In human ſemblance veil'd, he dwelt on earth 
Lowly in goodneſs, yet his wond'rous deeds 
Aloud his great original proclaim'd : 
And when by rulers cruel and unjuſt 
-Condemn'd, unheard, the patient victim fell: 
As God had promis'd, as of old the voice 
Of preſcient ſages ſpake, he death o'ercame, 
Burſt his ſepulchral bands, and roſe to life. 


15 CHARITY. 
Crap. XIII. of 1 Cor. paraphraſed. 


D* ſweeter ſounds adorn my flowing tongue, 

D Than ever man pronounc'd, or angel ſung : 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 2 
That thought can reach, or ſcience can define; 

And had I power to give that knowledge birth, | 
In all the ſpeeches of the babling earth : | 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breaſt inſpire, 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fires 


16 ] 
Or had I faith like that which Iſrael ſaw, 
When Moſes gave them miracles, and lay : 
Yet gracious CHARITY, indulgent gueſt, 
Were not thy pow'r exerted in my breaſt, 
Thoſe ſpeeches would ſend up unheeded pray'r: 
That ſcorn of life would be but wild deſpair: 

A tymbal's ſound were better than my voice : 1 
My faith were form: my eloquence were noiſe. * 
CHaRiTY, decent, modeſt, eafy, kind, N 

Softens the high, and rears the abje& mind ; 
Knows with juſt reins, and gentle hand to guide, 
Betwixt vile ſhame, and arbitrary pride, 

Not ſoon provok d, ſhe eaſily forgives : 

And much ſhe ſuffers, as ſhe much believes. 
Soft peace ſhe brings where-ever ſhe arrives: 
She builds our quiet, as ſhe forms our lives; 
Lays the rough paths of peeviſh nature ev'n; 
And opens in each heart a little heav'n. 

Each other gift, which God on man beftows, 
It's proper bounds, and due reflexion knows | 
To one fix d purpoſe dedicates it's poõ-Wẽ r; : 
And finiſhing its act, exiſts no more. | 
Thus in obedience to what Heav'n decrees, 

Knowledge ſhall fail, and prophecy ſhall ceaſe :. 

But laſting CyariTy's more ample ſway, 

Nor bound by time, nor ſubject to decay, 

In happy triumph ſhall for ever live, 

And endleſs good diffuſe, and endleſs praiſe receive. 
| Ts "bo As 
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As thro the artiſt's intervening glaſs, 
Our eye obſerves the diſtant planets paſs ; 


A little we diſcover ; but allow, | 
That more remains unſeen} than art can ſhow ; 


So whilſt our mind it's knowledge wou'd improve 


(It's feeble eye intent on things above) 

High as we may, we lift our reaſon up, 

By faith directed, and confirm'd by hope: 

Yet are we able only to ſurvey 

Dawnings of beams, and promiſes of day. 

Heav'n's fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fight; 

Too great it's ſwiftneſs, and too ſtrong it's light. 
But ſoon the mediate clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 

The fan ſhall then be face to face beheld, 

In all his robes, with all his glory on, 


Seeated ſublime on his meridian throne. 


Then conſtant faith, and holy hope ſhall cis, | 
One loſt in certainty, and one in joy : 
Whilſt thou, more happy pow'r, fair Cnakirr, 


Triumphant ſiſter, greateſt of the three, 


Thy office, and thy nature ſtill the ſame, 


; Laſting thy lamp, and unconſum'd thy flame, 


Shalt ſtill ſurvive 


| Shalt ſtand before the hoſt of heav'n confeſt, 


For ever bleſſing and for ever bleſt. 
"The, 
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The DvyinG CarisTIAN to his Soul. 
0 D E. 
- J. 
ITaL ſpark of heav'nly flame ! 
Quit; oh quit this mortal frame : 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying ! 
Ceaſe, fond nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let me languiſh into life. 


| II. 
Hark ! they whiſper ; angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away, 
What is this abſorbs me quite ? 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be death ? 


III. 
The world recedes ; it diſappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes! my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly! 
O grave! where is thy victory ? 
O death ! where is thy ſting ? 


IN 


